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WHO WAS ELSIE MACGILL? 


Elsie MacGill (also Known as the “Queen of 
the Hurricanes”, which is beyond rad) was born on 
March 27, 1905, in Vancouver BC. MacGill studied 
applied science for two years before moving across 
the country to study electrical engineering In 
Toronto. She was the first woman admitted into 
the engineering program. 


When she completed her schooling, Elsie 
found work as a mechanical engineer in the U.S. 
When the company she worked for started 
oroducing airplanes, she decided to study 
aeronautics part time. These part time studies 
soon became full time, and in 1929, Elsie MacGill 
completed her masters degree In aeronautical 
engineering. This made her the first female 
aeronautical engineer in the world. 





Shortly after completing her degree, Elsie was diagnosed with polio, which 
temporarily confined her to a wheelchair. During this time, MacGill started drafting 
designs for new airplanes and wrote articles on aviation. 


In 1934, Elsie MacGill moved back to Canada to pursue a job more focused on 
the production of airplanes. She soon became Chief Aeronautical Engineer at 
Canadian Car and Foundry. During her time there, she designed, constructed, and 
tested an airplane called the Maple Leaf II Trainer. After this, Canadian Car and 
Foundry began to mass produce the Hawker Hurricane, which was what Canadian 
and Allied fighters flew in the Battle of Britain. These airplanes are what gave her 
the title of “Queen of the Hurricanes”. 
Along with all of those achievements, 
Elsie was also an active feminist, wrote a 
book, and received many awards, 
including the Order of Canada. =, | ws 
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-Grace Tunski, The Victoria Voice School 
Newspaper 
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WORD OF THE WEEK 


sciential 


ADVERTISING 


Get noticed! Visit 
vsanewspaper.com/ 
adversise to submita 
free advertisement in 

the newspaper and on 
our website! 


adjective 


sci-en-shul 


having efficient knowledge; capable 


CONTACT US: 


Email: vsanewspaper@icloud.com 


Website: vsanewspaper.com 


Twitter/Facebook/Instagram: Q@vsanewspaper 


REMEMBRANCE DAY 


tw Flanders' Flrelds 


\w Flanders’ fields the poppies blow 
Betweew the crosses, row ow row, 
That mark our place; and tn the sky 
The larks, still bravely Sslnging, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 


We are the dead. Short days ago 
we lived, felt dawn, saw sunset alow, 
Loved, and were Loved, and wow we Lie 

in Flanders’ felds. 


Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch, be yours to hola it high. 
tf ye break faith with us who die 


We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 


(w Flanders’ fields. 


Major John McCrae, 1915 





DECEMBER 43 2018 


November 11, 2018 marks the 100th 
anniversary since the end of WW1. About 37 
million died including soldiers and civilians 
and almost 100 million people died in WW2. 
Florence Green died on February 12, 2012 at 
the age of 110 and was the last living veteran 
who fought in the first world war. WW1 and 
WW2 are the bloodiest battles ever fought 
In history. 


Remembrance day Is on November 11] 
because the first world war ended on the 11 
hour, on the 11 day, on the 11 month and the 
Armistice was signed. It has been a 
memorial day for the past 100 years. 


-Grace Rompfer, The Victoria Voice School 
Newspaper 
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STUDENT WEEK AT A GLANCE (S.W.A.A.6) 


UNFORTUNATELY, S.W.A.A.G. IS UNAVAILABLE THIS 
WEEK. SORRY FOR THE INCONVENIENCE 
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SHORT STORY 


Honour Among Thieves 


The armoured white vehicle soed down the highway undisturbed. There were maybe 
three other cars on the road, one of them being my own. Of course, neither of us 
would be on the road for very much longer. 


| double checked the licence plate on the truck before pulling behind it and 
flicking on the police lights | had strapped to the inside of my windshield. As 
expected, the truck immediately began to slow down and pull to the shoulder of the 
highway as did I, trailing slightly behind. | sauntered over to the window of the truck, 
only slightly taller than | was, and prepared to put on a performance. 


"Are you aware of why | pulled you over, sir?" | asked, adjusting my uniform 
slightly. The driver tapped his fingers on the wheel nervously, a little unsteady at 
being pulled over. The guard, on the other hand, looked like he was really panicking. 
He was trained, obviously, but he probably wasn't used to actually having to deal with 
any real "threats" while on duty. To add insult to injury, he wasn't armed. The area they 
were leaving from had.. complicated weapons laws, to say the least. 


"No, officer," the driver resoonded, visibly trying to settle his nerves. 


"Well," | shook my head as | spoke for dramatic effect. A little cliche, but | was 
okay with that. "You were going over 25 kilometres per hour past the speed limit," | 
spoke reproachfully. That was, of course, a lie. They were only going about 10-15 
kilometres over. 


"Oh," The driver looked concerned. Even if he knew how fast he was going, he 
clearly wasn't the type to try and argue with police. Wise. 


"May | see your licence and registration, sir?" The driver quickly handed me the 
papers and placed his hands back on the wheel. | quickly scanned them, mainly only 
looking at the expiration dates for anything | could use, and handed them back to 
him. "What are you transporting?" 


"Money,' The guard stumbled over his words trying to respond. | gave them a 
puzzled look, overemphasizing the squint of my eyes just a little. 


"Who's your employer?" | already knew who their employer was. | knew the 
exact bank they were coming from and nearly everyone that worked there, from 
their manager to the CFO of the entire company. I'd say | knew her better than most, 
to be sure. 


"We work for a local banking company," The driver produced a small business 
card from the glove box and handed it to me. | studied it for a moment before 
handing it back. The name on the front of the card read "Gold Credit Banks". It was 
founded only a few decades ago and was a pretty small company. All in all, it was a 
pretty average bank. The company itself wasn't really what | cared about, anyway. 


"Do you have any substantial proof of employment?" | shot them a kind 
hearted smile, all while waiting for the true panic to set In. 
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"Uh-" The guard mumbled, fidgeting with his hands. "| mean, um-" 


"| can call my manager if you'd like, officer," The driver stepped in, trying to 
distract from the guard's behaviour with a nervous smile. | simply grimaced in 
response. 


"No concrete paperwork on you, then?" | asked, and sucked in a sharp breath. 
"How much did you say you were carrying?" 


"Nearly 10 million dollars," The driver winced. 


"Yikes," | mirrored the driver's posture, scowling a little. "Alright. Would you 
mind opening the back? I'm required to do a search given the circumstances." | had 
no clue if cops were actually allowed to do this, but it certainly didn’t matter if they 
didn't either. 


"Of course," | backed away from the door as the driver stepped out of the truck 
and followed me over to the large doors latch doors on the back of the truck. Oddly, 
the guard didn't stand up to go follow him. The driver unlocked and opened the 
doors and stepped back. | took a look in the back of the truck, and sure enough, there 
were multiple pallets with piles of bills stacked on top. Of course, It wasn't carrying 
nearly as much as a mainstream bank would, but It was certainly substantial. 


"Sir, I'm going to need you to hand me your keys and license and step back 
into the truck for a few minutes. | will return them if and when the search is 
concluded," | was probably stepping over the line now, but that only worked to my 
advantage. He nodded shakily and passed me his license and keys with a trembling 
hand. My command, however unjustified, seemed to have really shaken him. 


Once he was back inside the truck, | sighed and combed my hands through 
my hair. | underestimated how tedious this would be. At least now the worst part was 
over. | climbed into the back of the truck carefully and inspected the stacks of bills. 
On the pallets they were resting on was an acronym for the banking company: "GC 
Banks". 


As previously stated, | was very familiar with Gold Credit Banks. Not that | ever 
worked there, far from it. | wasn't even interested in the company because of the 
company, it was only because of one of the executives that | even cared. 


Abigail Summers. I'm sure some would describe her as a lovely person. Some. 
Abigail and | went to university together, which, if | know my movie plots, means 
we're either destined to be best friends for life or petty workplace rivals. | Suppose you 
could call us the latter. From my point of view, Abigail was a childish, disgusting 
human being who'd made it her life's goal to make sure | didn't graduate from 
university. Then again, | hadn't really made it a habit to spend time with her. 
Everything from marking me absent as a TA to actually causing me to fail a few of my 
classes, Abigail could be listed as one of the major reasons | dropped out of university. 
It didn’t stop there, however. In recent years, a pattern of allegations of fraud and 
misconduct came out around corporations that Abigail had recently worked for. So to 
be clear, it wasn’t just my life and career she ruined. It was long since time that 
Abigail was rudely awakened to the fact that two could play that game. 
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| quickly paced back to my car and grabbed a semi-large suitcase and brought it 
back to the truck. | started to fill it to the brim with money, to the point where the 
suitcase was almost overflowing. While dealing with the driver may have been 
tedious, the real challenge was managing to zip the bag up all the way after | had 
finished. Tossing the suitcase back into my car, | wandered back over to the truck, still 
filled with money. | obviously couldn't fit it all in my suitcase, or even my car. There 
was probably over three quarters of the money still there, sitting innocently inside the 
truck. | grinned. Now It was time for the real fun part. 


Alright, perhaps committing felonies to try and get back at someone for being 
an awful person in university is not the greatest life plan. | never said | wasn’t petty, 
not once, so you can't call me untruthful. And | would certainly be being untruthful if 
| said that sometimes revenge didn't feel good. 


| took a tiny matchbox out of my pocket and removed one of the matches. 
Even if | couldn't take all of the money | could certainly make sure her company never 
Saw any of It again. The driver and guard were probably reasonably suspicious by 
now, but | would bet they wouldn't come out of the truck for another solid minute. | 
struck the match on the side of the box, admiring the flame for a second before 
throwing it onto one of the pallets near the back. The paper lit up fairly quickly, 
burning through and spreading to the other stacks. | didn’t bother to close the doors 
of the truck before making my way back to my car and getting in the drivers side. | 
would be long gone before they realized the fire. 


Pulling out onto the highway, | had a huge grin on my face. She would be 
furious when she found out about this one. 


-Dawn Fox, The Victoria Voice School Newspaper 
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SHORT STORY 


Sit With Me: Part Seven 
“You sure you saw her?” 

| glowered at Jeremy. “Excuse me? Of course | did!” 

Jeremy grumbled something. “Sorry, Hazel, just..checking.” 

“You got the pen?” Goldy checked. 

Jeremy nodded, revealing it from his pocket. “Correctomundo!” 

| glanced over the edge of the wall, and gasped. “I see her, | think!” 

“Then shush!” Jeremy leaned against the nook in the hall the three of us hid 
against. 

| rolled my eyes. “Don't worry, Jeremy. | am cautious. Very. Now let's see - she’s 
far off in the hall, but that looks like her blouse, so - ” 

“Quiet.” 

| turned to rebuttal to Jeremy's command, but found a pen similar to the one 
we had found near by my head. The voice hadn't been Jeremy's, | realized, when | saw 
a pale woman standing In front of me. “| am Angel, and you will follow me.” 


Goldy and Jeremy were pressed against the wall beside me. “Yes,” Jeremy 
squeaked. 


“And hand over the device.” Angel held out her hand expectantly. “Now, 
please.” 


-Tallulah Sewell-Barrett, The Victoria Voice School Newspaper 


HOROSCOPES 


Aries (March 21-April 19): Follow your intuition. You never know where it may lead, 
you may be surprised! 


Taurus (April 20-May 20): As the Christmas season starts, you may be coming upon a 
sensitive time. Be mindful of your emotions and the people around you. 


Gemini (May 21-June 20): Let your creative juices flow and try a new art form. Draw a 
picture, get your hands dirty with some paint, and make someone a Christmas gift? 
That’s one less to buy! 


Cancer (June 21-July 22): The weeks leading up to December break may be overly 
stressful. Take at least one day a week to focus on self-care to manage your stress. 


Leo (July 23-Aug. 22): This week, you may encounter some relationship issues. Don't 
let them permanently affect you and remember that compromise is sometimes the 
best option! 


DECEMBER 43 2018 PAGE ‘7 


DECEMBER 3 2018 ISSUE SEVEN 





Virgo (Aug. 23-Sept. 22): Show the world how can get work done if you put your 
mind to it. The people around you may be questioning your abilities but they don't 
realize the reasons for It. 

Libra (Sept. 23-Oct. 22): Try watching a new TV show this week. Maybe it will be your 
new favourite? But of course, nothing could be better than watching The Office for 
the ninth time! 

Scorpio (Oct. 23-Nov. 21): This week you may find that your vision of your future is 
changing quickly, and that Is okay! 

Sagittarius (Nov. 22-Dec.21): You may be taking everything you have for granted. 
Take 5 minutes in the morning and list everything you are thankful for, it will enrich 
your life In positivity! 

Capricorn (Dec. 22-Jan.19): All that fresh snow on the ground is so beautiful! Winter 
may be your least favourite season, but why not take a walk and enjoy the season! 
Aquarius (Jan. 20 -Feb. 18): To keep yourself satisfied this winter, reorganize your 
room and try a new layout. 

Pisces (Feb. 19-March 20): Do you find yourself forgetting things or homework? 
Challenge yourself to write everything down in a journal or the Reminders app on 
your phone! You won't believe how much it will help. 


-Nathaniel Sorochan, The Victoria Voice School Newspaper 


WEEKLY RIDDLE WEEKLY JOKE 


What type of drum are you not | got my friend a new fridge for 

able to play? Christmas and | can’t wait to see 
their face light up when they 
open it! 


“UUNIPUNUODS V/ 
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RECIPE 


Homemade Egg Nog 


Ingredients 

e 4cups milk 

e 5whole cloves 

e 1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract 

e | teaspoon ground cinnamon 
e 12 egg yolks 

e 11/2 cups sugar 

e 21/2 cups light rum 

e 4 cups light cream 

e 2 teaspoons vanilla extract 

e 1/2 teaspoon ground nutmeg 


Instructions 


1. Combine milk, cloves, 1/2 teaspoon vanilla, and cinnamon in a saucepan, and heat 
over lowest setting for 5 minutes. Slowly bring milk mixture to a boil. 

2. Ina large bowl, combine egg yolks and sugar. Whisk together until fluffy. Whisk 
hot milk mixture slowly into the eggs. Pour mixture into saucepan. Cook over 
medium heat, stirring constantly for 3 minutes, or until thick. Do not allow mixture 
to boil. Strain to remove cloves, and let cool for about an hour. 

4. Stir in rum, cream, 2 teaspoon vanilla, and nutmeg. Refrigerate overnight before 
Serving. 


-Nathaniel Sorochan, AllRecipes.com 
| i 
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WEATHER 


Long Term Forecast 





Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday - Thursday Friday Saturday 
Forecast Forecast Forecast Forecast Forecast Forecast 
a 
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INTERVIEW 


Interview with cheer participant Matilda Mae 


What is cheer? 

Cheer Is a group that meets every 
Tuesday and Thursday after school. 
Cheer is a place that you can stunt, 
tumble and do exercise. 


Why do you do cheer? 


| do cheer because it’s fun. And | 
have wanted to do cheer for a long 





time 


Is cheer fun? 


Oh yeah it’s really fun! 

How easy is it to get into cheer? 

It's pretty easy, but you just have to arrange it with your parents because it’s from 
3:30-5:30. | think they just let you in. 

Do you have friends in cheer? 

Yes | partly joined because of the people there, such as my friends Mercedes and 
Jolanda. 

Are the coaches good? 

Oh yeah they are very good coaches. 

Do you get injured in cheer? 

Yes sometimes but we try not to get anyone hurt 

Have you gotten hurt? 

No, but | can’t participate. | have to wear a wrist brace because | broke it in the 
summer 

Thank you for agreeing to be Interviewed! 

Anytime! | love to be interviewed! ;) 
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SHORT STORY 


The Sister Mysteries - Chapter 5, Lysa 

















| heard the laser before | saw it. A BAM sounded through the place. | thought oh my 
gosh as 1 saw the two men fall to the ground. No visible harm was done but the had 
been knocked unconscious. Lynn looked at me, her laser still smoking. | raised mine, 
pulled the trigger, heard a BAM and watched as the final man fell to the ground. We 
stood there with other kids crowding around us. Some saying stuff like “l can't 
believe that just happened” and others just staying silent. In a couple minutes lynn 
quietly asked me “what do we do now?” “| don’t know’! responded. | pulled out my 
phone. “Should we call someone?” | asked lynn. “| guess” was the reply | heard. | 
called the police. | think they eventually came and got him but we were gone. We 
got away from the place before the police came but we knew we were in big 
trouble. We popped into the TCS and we went home to get a flashlight, Lysa's debit 
card, and food. “Where are we going? lynn asked. | didn't reply. We went back onto 
the TCStrans-city skyliner and this time we only went to a B&B on the outskirts of 
town. | went inside without a word. Luckily it was the kind that had a pool and 
restaurant included so we actually had something to do. “Il only have enough money 
to let us stay here 2 nights. In that time we have to find out a way to find food, get 
supplies and find out what happened to mom and dad.” Lynn looked so surprised to 
hear me talk after this long, she didn't actually look like she took in what | said. 
“What?” she said. “You heard what | said. We have to get food, supplies and find out 
what happened to mom and dad. Now let's get to our room.” we went up to our 
room. | had got us adjoining rooms so we each had our own. | plopped on the bed 
without a second thought. When | woke up | shrieked. Surprisingly | didn't hear 
anybody even stir. There was a face inch from mine. It looked oddly familiar. | shut 
my eyes. When | opened them the weird face was gone from my face but still 
pacing around the room. “W-w-who are yy-you?” | asked, stuttering really badly like | 
always do when | am scared or nervous. “That does not matter. What you really need 
to do Is to begin your training.” | realized that the person pacing the room was a 
woman, looking around at my room. “I am Zia,” Zia said “it does not matter what my 
last name is. What you really need to know is who you actually are and start to 
control your magic.”. “My what!?” | shrieked. “Didn't anyone ever tell you?”. she said 
looking mystified. “Maybe | should get lynn,” | said quickly. “No!” she said with such 
force | was so surprised “she must stay unknowing until she is ready.”. “Ready for 
What?” | said. “You ask too much,” she said in a disdainful voice. 
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